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climax, "Lohengrin's my name"; rose to genteel piety for a mo-
ment; and finally relapsed into sentimentality. He sang, well, and
elicited shouts of "Bravo!" (imagine anybody daring to say
"Bravo!" to a real knight of the Grail!); but he was not Lohen-
grin. Mr Max Heinrich delivered the two bits of public oratory
from The Mastersingers (the speeches of Pogner and Hans Sachs)
admirably, his enunciation being distinct and full of point. But I
take the liberty of warning Mr Heinrich that much singing in that
open sharp-edged way will soon cut off a couple of his top notes
and damage the quality of the rest; indeed, there are warning
signs of wear on them already. So fine an artist as he will easily
find how to make a lighter touch and a rounder tone effective,
instead of sacrificing himself to his ideal of force and distinct-
ness. There was a tremendous ovation to Richter at the end of
the concert.

I have actually only heard one pianist since last week. That
one was Madame Madeline Schiller, who has execution in great
abundance, but not of the first quality. Banging through a string
of Lisztian "studies of transcendent execution" does not make
amends for simplifying the prestissimo of the Waldstein Sonata
by playing the octave passages in single notes.

The performance of Cosi fan tutte by the pupils of the Royal
College at the Savoy was much better than an average perform-
ance of Don Giovanni at Covent Garden. It had been assiduously
rehearsed from beginning to end; and the performance was a great
occasion for a company of greenhorns, instead of a worn-out bit
of routine for jaded professionals. The despised book, after all,
has some fun in it, though quite as good plays have" often been
improvised in ten minutes in a drawing room at charades or dumb
crambo. The Royal College shewed progress in the orchestral
department. Last year, at The Taming of the Shrew, ordinary
professional aid was largely drawn on; but this time there were
only two outsiders and one member of the teaching staff in the
orchestra, the rest being students. And they played very well, the
romantic charm of the scoring for the wind in Soave sia il vento
and the aria Smanie implacabile coming out with all possible
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